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** Nothing extenuate, nor set down aught in malice,” —OrHeLLo, 


No. 2585 Friday, March 26, 1830. “Price 1d. 


“The Play’s the thing !”—Ask for 7'homas’s Observer. 


Covent Garden ¢ heatre. 

Miss Fanny Kemste took her Benefit last night, and a most pro- 
fitable one it must have been, as the Theatre was crowded to excess in 
every part ; beside which, we understand she received some valuable 
presents from many of her numerous admirers. ‘The entertainments 
were The Merchant of Venice, in which Miss Kemble played Portia, 
for the first time, and her father Shylock, for the first time in Lon- 
don, Teddy the Tiler, and High Life below Stairs. 

Drury Dane Cheatre. 

After the Opera of JMasaniello, a new Farce was produced, called 
Perfection ; or, The Lady of Munster, which was successful, tho’ 
we think the succecs was more owing to the excellent acting of Mad. 
Vestris and Jones, than to the merit of the picee. 

Sir Lawrence Paragon, (Browae) who has all his ‘life time been a 
devoted admirer of the soft sex, but from his determination to bestow 
his band and title upon nothing short of ‘ Perfection’ has invariably 
found some blemish in the object of his pursuit, remains an old ba- 
chelor at sixty five. He is extremely anxious that his nephew and 
heir Charles Paragon (Jones) should marry, but doubts if he cau find 
a woman sufficiently ‘ perfect,’ having himself failed in the attempt. 
Sir Lawrence has a ward, Kate O’Brien, (Madame Vestris) who to 
put his resolution to the test, receives him reclining on an ottomen, 
with a shawl enveloping her feet. Charles is struck with her beauty and 
her manners, and notwithstanding she can neither draw nor sing, 
makes her an offer of his hand, which is accepted. 

In an interview with her waiting maid, he learns that the reason she 
receives him lying is that she has a cork leg. This annoys him beyond 
measure, as his aim is “ Perfection.’”” However, upon a second inter- 
view, she gives him a picture, drawn by herself, sings a very pretty 
song, and fivally, to his great amazement, dances to her guitar, apd 
declares that as she was born in Cork, she really had not only one but 
two Cork legs. Thus the piece ends.—We repeat the acting carried it 
through; Madame Vestris sang two songs, one of which was encored. 
The Faree was given ont for repetition on Saturday evening, without 
any disapprobatior. The Briyand concluded. 

This evening, Signor Lanzu’s Pupils will give a Grand Concert of 
Vocal and Instrumental Music, at the Panarmorion Dramatie Estab- 
lishment, Liverpool Street, New Road. 

Rossini’s Opera of Guillaume Teil is getting up with great splendor 
at Drury Lane. under the direction of Mr. Bishop. The Committee 
have engaged H. Phillips to play the principal character, and the cast 
will also include Madame Vestris and Miss Stephens. 






































Theatre Royal, Drury Lane. 





This Evening a Grand ORATORIO, under the Direction and 
Management of Mr HAWES. 


A Grand Selection 


Of Antient and Modern Music. 


PART I. 
Grand Opening to Handel’s Dettingen Te Deum. 
Anthem, Mrs Atkinson and Miss Woodyatt—-Hear 
my prayer— Kent. 


Scene from Alexandeyr’s Feast. 


Recit. acc. Mr Millar—Now strike the golden lyre. 
Chorus—Break his bonds of sleep asunder. 

Recit. acc. Mr Millar—Hark! hark! the horrid sound 
Air, Mr Phillips—Revenge ! Timotheus cries. 





A Selection from Handel’s Serenata, 


Acis and Galatea. 


Overture. 

Chorus—O the pleasures of the plains—The Solo 
Part by Mrs Atkinson. 

Recitative and Air, Miss Paton—Hush, ye pretty.— 
Flute Obligato, Mr Card. 

Recit. Mr Millar—Where shall I seek. 

Recit. Miss Somerville—Stay, shepherd. 

Air—Shepherd what art thou. 

Recitative, Mr Millar—Lo! where. 

Air—Love in her eyes. 

Duet, Mrs Atkinson and Mr Bennett—Happy we. 

Chorus—Wretched lovers. 

Recitative, Mr Phillips—I rage. 

Air—O ruddier than the cherry. 

Recit. Mrs Atkinson & Mr Phillips—Whither, fairest 

Recitative, Mr Bennett—His hideous love. 

Air—Love sounds the alarm. 

Recitative, Miss Paton—Cease, O cease. 

Trio, Miss Paton, Mr Millar, and Mr Phillips—The 

flocks shall leave. 
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Recitative, Mrs Atkingson—Tis done. 
Air—Heart the seat of soft delight. 
Chorus, Galatea, dry thy tears. 


BETWEEN THE FIRST AND SECOND PARTS: 
Signor DE BEGNIS will sing the Scena, Amor per- 
che mi pizzichi. 
Mr W. A. King, will perform on the Pianoforte, a 
Fantasia on the Air—My lodging is on the cold 


ground, 
PART II. 


A Sclection from 


UILLAUME TELL. 

Grand Overture. 

Chorus— Quanto lucenti. 

Duet, Mr Millar and Mr Phillips—Dove sai. 

Air, Miss Melton—The Tyrolien. 

Air, Mrs G. Wood—Dove sono—Mozart. 

The Savoyard, by Signor De Begnis. 

Air, Mrs Atkinson, and Quartet—Come to the sun- 
set tree—Godbe. 

A New MS. Ode on the Birth of Shakspeare—The 
Solo part by Mr Bennett, and Chorus. 

Scena, Mr J. O. Atkins—The Tempest—Horsley. 

Air, Mrs Atkinson—Piuti dolce e placidé—Rossini. 

Duetto, Signor De Begnis and Mr Phillips—D/’un 


bell’ uso—Rossini. 
A Selection from 


HAYDN’S PASSIONE. 

Introduction. 
Quartet—Amen dico tibi. 
Quartet, Mrs Atkinson, Mr Goulden, Mr Millar, and 

Mr J. O. Atkins—Tu di grazia. 
Song, Mr Millar—Ye silent stars. 
Master Cooper will perform a Concerto on the Violin. 
Air, Miss Bruce—Golden columns—Handel. 
Song, Miss Paton—Batti, batti—Mozart. 
Violoncello Obligato, Mr Lindley. 


Grand Coronation Anthem—I was glad—Attwood. 
BETWEEN THE SECOND AND THIRD PARTS 


Mr Card and Mr Chatterton will perform a Duetto 
on the Flute and Harp. 
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PART If. 
Grand Overture to Les Deux Journees—Cherubini. 
Glee, Mrs Atkinson, Messrs. Godbee, Bennett, and 
Atkins—See the chariot at hand—Horsley. 
Ballad, Mr Millar—Mary, I believ’d thee true. 
Laughing Song, Mr Phillips, and Chorus—Haste 
thee, nymph—Handel. 
Song, Miss Somerville—Rise, gentle moon—Barnett 
Song, Mr Bennett—The Knight of the Golden Crest 
Song, Miss Bruce—There is a tear. 
Song, Miss Melton—Rest, warrior, rest—Kelly. 
Glee, Messrs. Goulden, Bennett, Millar, and Atkins, 
Hail, smiling morn—Spofforth. 
Air, Mr J. O. Atkins—Rejoice, O Judah. 
Grand Chorus—Hallelujah !—Handel. 


Lo the Editor of The Theatrical Observer. 

Dear Mr. Eotror, I address you from the elegant Divan now open at [02, 
Strand, where I am a constant visitor ;—here I find matchless cigars, exquisite 
coffee, profusion of magazines and newspapers, and elegant decorations render 
the establishment the very essence of comfort and fashion—do pop in—just wish 
to say a word—beg pardon, hope 1 don’t intrude—but will you excuse me— 
to have to mention, that I’ve arranged so as to rub shoulders with my friends, 
and the fashionable world, at one or other of the Grand Lounges about town. 

On Monday, must take another peep at the two grand views,at the Diorama, 
Regeit’s Paik— was puzzled to decide which was the most beautiful, St.Peter’s, 
or the Village of Thiers—both exquisitely painted—the pictorial illusion eom- 
plete—the water flowing, smoke ascending, sun shining—quite nature itself.— 
Hac difficulty to persuade a fair lady next me, that we were really viewing 
merely pictures. Shall put off my journey to Italy, as I’m told, sub rosa, we 
shall have other views from that classic soil. 

On my return through Regent Street I step in to see the Wonders of IlPusion, 
displayed by Art, at the Cosmorama.—The Palace of the Grand Seignor, The 
City of Grand Cairo, Grand Temple of Edfou in Egypt, Cherbourg, Cape St. 
Vincent, Mont St. Gothard, with the Devil’s Bridge and the Falls of the Reuss 
iu motion, and the last terrific Eruption of Mount Vesuvius—truly awful ! 

On Tuesday, I drop into the Exhibition of Scutpture, in Old Bond Street, 
to view the figures, lifesize, of Tam O’Shanter and Souter Johnny—work of 
a self-taught artist, James Thom—delighted beyond measure—fully expected 
to bear Tam’s upzoa‘ious laugh—the expression so ‘perfect; pose of figures 
admiiable. Whoever has read Burns, (and who has not?) must see them—This 
very ingenious Exhibition closes in the course of a few weeks. 

On Friday, I drop in to examine Miss Linwood's curious Needle-Werk, ih 
Leicester Square. 

1 daily, between 1 and 4, qualify Mrs. Pry’s discordant notes with some har- 
mony divine, and may be found at The Apollonicon, 101, St. Martin’s Lane.— 
Meiket and Fishermen's Chorus, from the Opera of Masaniello, enchanting! 

I nightly lounge in the lobbies—fond of adventure—observed a beautiful 
Syiph admiring herself in my boots—* Why, Mr. Pry,’ saysshe, ‘ does a great 
actress resemble Warren’s Jet Blacking 2?’ ‘ Because she cuts a shine."—I never 
give it up. 

Theatres closed !—drop into Chedron’s Hotel, Leicester Square—enjoy a 
sparkling glass of wine, a tumbler of real whiskey punch, and cigar of the first 
qvality—company jolly lads—but I intrude, beg pardon, your’s, PAUL PRY. 


~ Printed and Published by E. Thomas, Denmark Court, Exeter-street, Strand. 
All Communications must be post paid,— Printing in Genseal. 














